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No teacher was permitted to spy or report on any girl, and the esprit de corps was so fine that a girl who broke a rule would almost invariably admit it at Saturday morning "Confession". This rite was held immediately after breakfast in the Study Hall. Mr. Powell acted as high priest, and I can see him now seated at the end of the room in a big chair, holding on his lap the Book of Roll Call. With all of us facing him from our desks, he would call each name from A to Z, and instead of saying "Present" we would call out the offences we had committed during the week; and woe betide the girl who said "Nothing to confess" if die rest of us knew it to be untrue!
For small oversights, such as leaving lights burning in practise rooms, or failing to put things in order, we were usually only admonished; but for holding midnight parties, cutting Study Hall, or real defiance of reasonable laws, we had to pay in various ways.
Before the end of the school year, I think early in May, we were thrown into the deepest gloom when Mr. Powell was so badly injured in a streetcar accident that a leg had to be amputated. We were all told to pack and leave as quickly as possible, as his life hung in the balance. It was a personal sorrow for each of us, for we all loved him, and the first great sorrow to touch my happy, carefree life. I recall now die ache and helplessness that seemed to grip each one of us as we tiptoed about that silent house, hoping, yet fearing, to meet the doctors and nurses, lest they tell us of the lost fight.
When I left, I did not realize that I was leaving my school days behind. But so it proved, for the next winter there were the three younger boys to be sent to school, and the expense was too great for me to have another year away.
That winter I visited my married sister who lived in Washington, D.C., and spent four months with her. A new world was opened to me, I had never before been to the opera, and very little to the theatre. Through many good friends of hers we went several times a week, and I was fascinated by the